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From doing the deed she would;
And her weak foot stumbled across
The grave of a king,
And down she dropt at heavy loss,

And we gloomily covered her face and said,
" We have dreamed the thing ;

She is not alive, but dead."

VII.

Now, shall we say

Our Italy lives indeed?
And if it were not for the beat and bray
Of drum and trump of martial men,
Should we feel the underground heave and strain,

Where heroes left their dust as a seed
Sure to emerge one day ?
And if it were not for the rhythmic march

Of France and Piedmont's double hosts,

Should we hear the ghosts
Thrill through ruined aisle and arch,

Throb along the frescoed wall,
"Whisper an oath by that divine
They left in picture, book, and stone,

That Italy is not dead at all?
Ay, if it were not for the tears in our eyes,
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